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Washington, D.C. – My good friend, Bob Andretta, passed away in his sleep last night.  His health had been failing for some time, but as recently as two weeks ago he traveled from his home in D.C. to be at our monthly luncheon of Naval Academy Class of 1965 classmates at a restaurant in Annapolis, Maryland.  

During the luncheon, Bob was Bob, that is, as entertaining, provocative, and irascible as ever.  We all loved this aspect of him.  No one ever accused Bob of being “wishy-washy” in his convictions.   Whether it was his strongly held political beliefs or support for his favorite sports team (Chelsea in the English Premier League), Bob was unwavering.  On numerous occasions in our “discussions” he commented gaily with caustic remarks concerning my heritage, intelligence, height, weight….and a host of other characteristics.  I was not alone as a target – Bob was absolutely equal opportunity when it came to vigorously proclaiming his views.   And we loved him for this.

In 2016 Bob traveled to Thailand and Vietnam with my wife and myself.  As a Vietnam veteran, he was particularly eager to visit locations in Vietnam where he had served in the Navy during the Vietnam War.  As a young Lieutenant Bob had been assigned as an “advisor” to Coastal Group 14, a South Vietnamese Navy junk force located at the mouth of the Thu Bon River south of Da Nang and east of Hoi An.  It had been a challenging and dangerous assignment in the midst of a frequent combat zone.  Bob was wounded several times, but completed this assignment and subsequently another with a different Coastal Group north of Da Nang.  Bob recounted his Vietnamese War experiences in his excellent 2015 book, Brown Water Runs Red.

While we were in Vietnam in 2016, Bob was his usual outgoing self.  He befriended several former enemy soldiers, both Viet Cong and also North Vietnamese Army veterans.   He drank beer with them and even sang some songs together.  The mood was always “Bygones…”.  Bob had a special love for Vietnamese children.  While we were visiting a Vietnamese orphanage, he sought out groups of youngsters and spoke Vietnamese phrases with them – he even held several in his arms and told them that he loved them.  It was as if the children were drawn to a Santa….several patted his large stomach and called him “Buddha.”  For those of us watching,  it was an endearing image of a true bond.  None of this was new – my favorite photo of Bob shows him with a small Vietnamese boy and his dog during his tour with one of the Coastal Groups.

Bob’s passion for the Chelsea football club was legendary.  He had become a Chelsea “supporter” during his tour of Navy duty in London.  Whenever he spoke of the team, it was always “we”.  His disdain for  rival teams – particularly Manchester City – was always dressed with a string of profanities.  I found his total ardor refreshing.   

Bob was also a fan of rugby which he had played initially at the Naval Academy. He remained associated with the sport throughout his life.  He had zero use for most other American sports and made that very clear to me on several occasions (an exception being the Naval Academy football team).

Bob’s greatest love was for his family.  His marriage to Betty was a true partnership.  He adored his two sons and was devastated when their older son died in a hiking accident in South Africa shortly after being married.   He loved his granddaughters immensely and always bragged to me about them.

Bob also thoroughly enjoyed ongoing friendships with his Naval Academy classmates.  Some called him “Judge” due to his judicial work following his Navy tours.  But to most of us, he was, and remains, simply “Bob.”  We miss him terribly.

I thought you might like to know.
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